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A girl, who bore a pitcher on her head.
And seemed with difficult steps to force her way
Against the blowing wind. It was, in truth.
An ordinary sight; but I should need
Colours and words that are unknown to man
To paint the visionary dreariness
Which, while I looked all round for my lost guide,
Invested moorland waste, and naked pool,
The beacon crowning the lone eminence,
The female and her garments vexed and tossed
By the strong wind.
The second incident, of identically the same quality, describes
his ascent to a crag from which he could see two roads, along
either of which he was feverishly and impatiently awaiting
horses whereby he might return home.
'twas a day
Tempestuous, dark, and wild, and on the grass
I sate half-sheltered by a naked wall;
Upon my right hand couched a single sheep,
Upon my left a blasted hawthorn stood.
Some days afterwards his father died; the event at once carried
back his imagination to
The single sheep, and the one blasted tree.
And the bleak music from that old stone wall.
And his imagination of the scene became for bin? a fountain
whence he drank. Wordsworth clearly attaches an enormous
importance to these two incidents; and to his recollection of
them at this period of his life. Recalled from a time when his
imagination was strong and growing, they had a peculiar
significance for him now. They contained, he came to see, a dis-
solvent of his present condition, a 'renovating virtue'. They
had left 'power behind', and
feeling comes in aid
Of feeling, and diversity of strength
Attends us, if but once we have been strong.